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Mira. You do?
Pet. Ay, ay, pox. I'm malicious, man. Now he's soft, you know, they are not in awe of him. - The fellow's well-bred, he's what you call a - what-d'ye-call-'em. A fine gentleman, but he's silly withal.
Mira. I thank you, I know as much as my curiosity requires. Fainall, are you for the Mall?
Fain. Ay, I'll take a turn before dinner.
Wit. Ay, we'll all walk in the park, the ladies talked of being there.
Mira. I thought you were obliged to watch for your brother Sir Wilfull's arrival.
Wit. No, no, he's come to his aunt's, my Lady Wishfort; pox on him, I shall be troubled with him too; what shall I do with the fool ?
Pet. Beg him for his estate; that I may beg you afterwards; and so have but one trouble with you both.
Wit. O rare Petulant; thou art as quick as fire in a frosty morning; thoiTshalt to the Mall with us; and we'll be very severe.-"
Pet. Enough, I'm in a humour to be severe.
Mira. Are you ? Pray then walk by yourselves, - let not us be accessory to your putting the ladies out of countenance, with your senseless ribaldry; which you roar out aloud as often as they pass by you; and when you have made a handsome woman blush, then you think you have been severe.
Pet. What, what? Then let 'em either show their innocence by not understanding what they hear, or else show their discretion by not hearing what they would not be thought to understand.
Mira. But hast not thou then sense enough to know that thou oughtest to be most ashamed thyself, when thou hast put another out of countenance ?
Pet. Not I, by this hand - I always take blushing either for a sign of guilt, or ill-breeding.
Mira. I confess you ought to think so. You are in the